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most trifling bleeding, or the weakest drench ; I
would say to him : ' Die, die ! that will teach you
to jeer at the Faculty.

BEB. You are very furious with him.

ABG. Yes, he is an unbalanced fellow, and if the
doctors have any sense they will take my advice.

BEB. He will be more shrewd than your doctors,, for
he will never ask their help.

ABG. So much the worse for him if he will not have
recourse to remedies.

BEB. He has his reasons for not wanting them^
and he maintains that only vigorous and robust
people have sufficient strength to survive the
remedies as well as the disease; as for him, he
has only strength sufficient to bear his illness.

ABG. What silly reasons these are! Stop, brother,
do not let us talk any more about this man, for it
excites my choler, and you will make me ill again.

BEB. I am quite willing enough; and, to change
the conversation, let me say that I think you ought
not to adopt the violent measure of shutting up
your daughter in a convent because of a slight
repugnance shown hy your daughter; that, in the
choice of a son-in-law, you ought not blindly to
allow yourself to be carried away by passion, but
that, in such a matter as this, you ought to accom-
modate yourself somewhat to your daughter's in-
clination, since it affects her whole life and the
happiness of her wedded state depends on it.

SCENE IV
MONSIEUB FLEUBANT (a syringe in his hand}, ARGAN,,

B^BALDE

ABG. Now, brother, with your permission.
BEB. What are you going to do ?